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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—We are in for a good thing—especially if we hang 
about Richmond much. There is to be an exhibition (lasting a 
fortnight) of motor cars “ up and down the road”’ there—and they 
are quite capable of making an exhibition of themselves. We have 
to wait until June for it, but it is well worth waiting for. In fact, 
I don’t know but what it might be worth waiting for ever for. 


RE MOTOR CONTINGENCIES. 


Of course, we know that some will go, 
And some of them will stay, 

And some will breed a frantic speed 
And hie them far away ; 

Some, breaking down halfway to town, 
Will hum their dismal tune— 

It will be gay out Richmond way 
(That fortnight will) in June! 


(Mem.—-Of course, we don’t more than half mean all this deadly 
sarcasm, but what is the use of being a‘‘ eomic”’ if you don’t 
frivol ?) Went down to Birmingham and opened the Second Con- 
ference of Head Teachers. Took Lord Hopetoun down to Osborne 
to ‘kiss hands.” Kissed hands to him and came back to help the 
L.C.C. take over the new block of Boundary Street Buildings at 
Shoreditch. 


Thursday.—Called on Kruger and pointed out that the arrest of 
Uitlanders was simply outrageous. He said ‘* Yah! South African 
Committee.’’ So I had toshut up. Ran over and helped to lick 
Ahmed Fedil and his ahmed force(!) Called at Omdurman and 
gave Lord Cromer my countenance. Looked in at Iloils, exclaimed 
“Ello, ’ello!’’ and told ’em not to be fools. Cut into Leith and 
posted a “ war alarm ” all over the place, then cut out again. Had 
tea with a lot of dear old ladies in the crypt of St. Peter’s, Wal- 
worth. Topped up with Baring Gould’s lecture on Devon and 
Cornish folk. Music at the Royal Musical Conference. 


Friday.—Showed Lord Curzon through his forma] assumption of 
the Viceroyalty of India, and saw Lord and Lady Elgin on board 
ship homeward bound. Got Rothschild in for Aylesbury. Saw the 
‘‘ Burne-Joneses ” at the Fine Art Club and the pictures at the Fine 
Art Society. Attended Mr. Charrington’s entertainment to crippled 
children at the Assembly Hall, Mile End Road. Went to the 
Mansion House for the Children’s Twelfth Night, then to the 
amateur performance of A Fool’s Paradise at Devonshire House, 
then to Canon Lyttleton’s lecture on “‘ The Use and Abuse of 
Athletics,” then to an indignation meeting of the Barnum “ Freaks.”’ 
They protest against the term; but why not do that at home, 
where they got it? We didn’t give them the name. 


NOTICES. 


Se — ——— 





FROM A FREAK COUNTRY, 


The ‘“* Freaks ’’ of Barnum and Bailey’s Show 
(We smile on them benignantly) 
Against the name of “ freak,’”’ you know, 
Fzotest, en masse, indignantly ; 
But why in England make the fuss ? 
There must be something wrong with them, 
The name has naught to do with us, 
They brought it “ right along’’ with them. 


Saturday.—Saw some real good stuff—in pencil by Mr. E. B. 
Johnson, and water-colours by Mr. Montague Smith—at Dowdes- 
well’s. Backed up Lord Curzon at his first levée. Dined with the 
Holborn Cyclist Ciub (at the Holborn, of course). 


Monday.—Took a batch of ‘‘Omdurman heroes”’ down to 
Osborne for her Most Gracious to personally decorate. Saw the Em- 
press Frederick off by the Majestic. Brought the Prince of Wales 
to town from Norfolk, and took Lord Rosebery to Chatsworth— 
as tar as the door. Was not asked to stay, so came home again. 

Tuesday.—Went over to Rome (in a strictly secular ge and 
discovered the long-lost ‘‘ Niger Lapis’? in the middle of the 
Forum ; great rejoicings—now more subscriptions can be asked for. 
Spent the rest of the day by the sea—at Brighton; went to the 
Ladies’ Kennel Club Championship Dog Show. Dined at the 
Holborn with the Teachers’ Guild. Afterwards took a lesson in 
shorthand from Sir Edward Clarke. Very nice lecture—principal 
point in shorthand seemed to be to get rid of letters of the alphabet. 


A SHORTHAND LESSON. 
Bent on a species of high-class lark, 
With an educational stress on, 
Our volatile friend, Sir Edward Clarke, 
Gave a very short shorthand lesson ;{ 
He made the alphabet’s letters less, 
Till only sixteen he’d got of them— 
But I think he’d have scored a bigger success 
If he'd blotted out the lot of them, 


Tue SpPorrer. 
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The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or Llerary, spontaneously sent m 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 





Relic of a Ruffian. 


(‘' The gold-headed malacca cane with which Lieut. Robert Pate 
struck the Queen in 1850, and for which he was sentenced to seven 
years’ transportation, failed to find a purchaser at Messrs. Stevens’ 
auction rooms yesterday.”— Vide Press. ]} 


TuHoseE things with histories attached 
Are generally bought up quick ; 

It’s strange that folks in search of such, 
At buying this old cane should stick |! 


No contributions can be returned 
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“IT suppose you know absolutely nothing of the one hundred books that every man 


ought to read?” 


“I’m afraid I don’t, dad; but I know almost by heart some two hundred no man 


ever ought to read!” 


Hobson’s Choice. 
(WitH APOLOGIES.) 


(‘Lieutenant Hobson has __ been 
peremptorily ordered by the United 
States Naval Department to go to 
Manila, where he will find his oppor- 
tunities for kissing rather restricted.”— 
Westminster Gazette.] 


TELL me not, dears, I am unkind— 
I cannot ‘‘ reason why ”’— 

If from thy kisses—love is blind— 
To Phillipines I fly. 

True, a new mistress now I chase, 
Remote from osculation, 

And Neptune vice Love embrace, 
With ill-feigned resignation. 


Yet my inconstancy is such 
As you, too, shall adore. 

I could not love you, dears, so much 
Loved I not Duty more! 
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A Suffolk Centenarian. 
(Mrs. Charlotte Buck attained her 


hundredth birthday at Beccles, Suffolk, 
on the 7th inst. ] 


A coop old age to have attained, 
Fortunate Mrs. Buck ! 

I’m certain that all folks will wish 
The deer old soul * good luck!” 














The Mildness of the 











W eather.* 


I BOUGHT a fur-lined overcoat 
Just at the Autumn’s close, 
A heavy muffler for my throat, 
And thick socks for my toes ; 
I laid in many tons of coal, 
And dozens of old rum; 
And now, quite cheap, will sell the whole, 
For Winter’s never come ! 


Yet, p’r’aps, I’d better not be rash, 
But keep the lot awhile 
(Although I want some coin to ‘‘ mash ”’ 
A girl that’s just my style), 
For, though Winter is not yet here, 
Our climate’s a strange thing, 
And I am very much in fear 
We'll have it in the Spring! 
*The bard wiil not be responsible for what 
the weather is like when this is in print. 




















The Surprise. 
For only a moment, a fair picture I saw 
Of unsurpass’d beauty, without even a flaw ; 
The impression it made was both vivid and deep, 

Rousing promptings of love that would never more sleep. 

A rough sketch had been made, through a battle of flowers, 

The fair face was delayed, by confetti in showers. 

Then I sought her in city, I sought her in plain, 

"Twas a “ will-o’-the-wisp ’’ that I followed in vain. 

But years after I chose to spend Yuletide at home, 

For of travel I tired, and no more wish’d to roam. 

At my grandfather's seat, in the far Yorkshire wold, 

I thought Christmas to spend in the fashion of old; 

Then mid-way at an inn, ’midst its warmth and its glow, 

A coach pass’d like a flash through the fast-falling snow. 

At the window the “ face" I beheld once again 

I had thought of for years, and had sougbt for in vain; 

So I followed in haste—to far York we were bound— 

At the hearth of my kinsman my “ loved one” I found! 

There the mistletoe hung in the cheery old hall, 

And the greetings were warm, but my “ love's "’ best of all. 

In my great joy and gladness I thanked kindly Fate 

That had brought us together at last—not too late. 

JANE H. Oak ey, Wilbury Lawn, Hove 
(late West Brighton). 





A Disclaimer. 


[‘‘Mdme Sarah Bernhardt has sent a telegram to M. Huret, in 
Paris, saying that she was one of a party of thirty persons who 
went to see the eruption of Vesuvius; that the smoke did not 
stifle her because there was none, that her eyebrows were not 
singed, and that she did not lose an earring, because she does not 
wear them.” —The Stage.] 


Quelle dréle des choses,” says Madame B, 
These journalists do tell of me, 
Vesuvius I went to view, 

And saw the great eruption, true, 
But was not stifled by the smoke, 
Nor did the ashes make me choke. 
Pour raison c’est la verité, 

No smoke or ashes came my way. 
And then, again, it is a fact 

My eyebrows still remain intact, 

And my lost earring I don’t mourn, 
For earrings I have never worn. 
Enfin Vhistoire de mon voyage, 

C'est un gros canard trés sauvage. 
These are the facts, the rest is fiction, 
Please to insert this contradiction. 
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* Twenty-five Per Centi 


& _ [In a money-lending case, Mr. Com- 
& missioner Kerr remarked: ‘“ Why, in 























A the present day, 25 per cent. is a 
| moderate, charitable, Christian in- FC ale i 
* terest.’’] “ sai 























Sucu interest, as twenty-five, 
Most lenders would refuse ; 
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Mr. Kensit and the Cross. 


[‘* Mr. John Kensit has sent another 
of his protests to the Dean of St. Paul’s 
regarding the introduction of the pro- 
cessional cross at the Feast of St. Paul. 
The Dean, in an interview, declined to 
say whether it would be introduced or 
not.’’— Vide Press. | = 





—_—_ 


i\ 


fT yay] 


Yay) | 
/¥ 


I 
lf 


’ 












A CASE of a cross question | — 
(Prove, I can, sir), 

And, I may add, a rather 
‘¢‘ Crooked answer’’ ! 





Ambiguous. 


Wife.—“ I’m going to make a cake, 
— John—a plain one.” 
Husband.—*‘‘ Just like you, dear!” 








To my Son. 


Dear Charles, at school you’re doing well, 
As I am glad to see; 

You've learnt to write and read and spell, 
And tackle rule-of-three. 


sss essences 


In dates of history, I wot, 
Your father you would beat ; 
And teach your grandmamma a lot 
In magnetism and heat. / 
And as for writing poetry, x y four es / 
This canemmndtel tail hes a f 
Confesses, with a stifled sigh, 
You run him mighty hard. 


peak Seg Pe ee einem ; 
+ <a a hae ISIN ee Re a 





But one thing, Charles, 1 grieve to say, 


(Though you may master it some day) Chicago Inter-Ocean. 


= The art of shutting doors. (Severe shock to Mr. and Mrs. De Brown at the local station of Hellensteincherdam. 


It may, perhaps, be Christians’'— ee ew | 
It’s certainly not Jews’! OE 











Your youthful powers floors | ‘Parrots have been introduced in Germany to call out the ame of the station,”— 





























5 Mr. Reporter Feels Quaky. 


(fA juryman, communicating with Mr. S. F. Langham’s officer, 
had the temerity to address his letter to ‘‘The Coroner’s Man.” 
He was reprimanded by Mr. Langham; and, the enormity of his 
offence having dawned upon him, he made suitable apology.— 
Evening News.) 


WHEN next in a Coroner’s Court I stand, 
With my book and my pencil in either hand, 
I am certain of making some blunder grand 
In my Pitmanese strokes and curves. 
On the noble exponent of Crowner’s Law 
I shall fasten a glance (which I can’t withdraw) 
Of worshipful, wondering, weirdly awe, 
That will wholly upset my nerves ! 








The chair where the Coroner sits I'll quite 
Regard as a throne on Olympian height ; 


; + f° . 7 st : ‘ . oe 4 
na a | r ers @g et Of water Drignt 


[I shall fancy with nectar filled |! 





———— - — —_————— - —— 


When the Coroner’s fist on the table taps, 

I shall deem it the clangour of thunder-claps : 

And—thinking a bolt has been ited—-pecluane 
I shall bellow, “I’m killed! I’m killed!” 


And wherefore should I, who no reverence know, 
Be at sight of a Crowner affrighted so? 
Why, I’ve heard of a juror whose instincts low 
To the depths of turpitude ran: 
A juryman, graceless and base withal, 
Who—having occasion a note to scrawl 
To a Coroner’s officer—dared to call 
That officer merelya man! ! 


That juror was censured (for falling short 

Of true courtesy’s claims) in right caustic sort. 

But, when next I appear in a Coroner’s Court, 
A great trembling will seize on me! 

For the awful thought through my brain will rove 

That, if more than a man be the officer-cove 

Whe the Coroner serves ... . then, by Jove, by Jove, 
What a Jove must the CononeRr be! 
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The Spectre of Castle Blobbs. 
CHAPTER V. 


Mr. Biopps ran screaming down the passage, his mind filled 
with the horrible thought of having to furnish his nightly visitor 
with his morning repast, a repast that Mr. Blobbs shuddered to 
think might be upon his worthy self. The thought gave fresh 
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“MURDER!” SCREAMED Mr. HENNIKER. 


wings to his flight, ** Kizzie’s”’ scream in the gallery as she caught 
sight of the ‘‘Ghost”’ increasing his exertions, until he sank in a 
heap inside Mr. Henniker’s bedroom, after having locked the door. 

‘‘Murder!’’ screamed Mr. Henniker, starting up in bed and 
lighting his candle. ‘ Take all I have, but spare my life. Why it’s 
only pa after all,’’ he said, holding the candle over his head. ‘ Pa!” 
he continued, severely, as his worthy parent tried to rise, ‘ you’ve 
been drinking spirits.” 

‘* Spirits /’’ groaned poor Mr. Blobbs, ‘‘ I’m full of 'em, inside and 
out, and to-morrow they will be full of mie.”’ 

“Don’t be absurd, pa,” said Mr. Henniker. ‘ What’s the 
matter ?”’ 

“Five well-grilled babies are the matter, Hen, and how am 
I,a widower, to get—— Ha! a happy thought. You are my 
youngest, tenderest, and plumpest, who knows, it might accept you 
asa substitute.” 

“It! Who do you mean ?”’ 

“The ghost.” 

‘*The Bleeding Nun ? ’ 

“The Bleeding Nun! No! Whoever heard of a Bleeding Nun 
eating babies or policemen. No, sir, it’s a ’orrible lookin’ spectre in 
shining armour, with a skull fora head. He’s hada policemen for 
supper, and wants five babies for breakfast, or else—or else—— ”’ 

“Yes?” asked Mr. Henniker, trembling. 

‘* Somebody else,’’ responded Mr. Blobbs, moodily regarding his 
son. ‘*Henniker Blobbs, you won't desert your fond father. You 
will fill the gap. You shall have a splendid funeral, if I can find 
your bones.” 

“F-F-Fill the gap!" stuttered Mr. Henniker. ‘Can’t you send 
for a policeman ?” 

‘‘ He's surfeited on 'em,” groaned Mr. Blobbs. 

‘Then J ain't going,’’ said Mr. Henniker! “if he want's me he 
can come and fetch me. Who knows but on the way he may 
choose someone else—Anna Maria, for instance.” , 

‘She would only serve as an appetiser,” said Mr. Blobbs, glancing 
ata portrait of his daugh.er’s slender proportions on the mantel- 
piece ! 

“Mrs. Stubbs! She’s got proportions enough,” urged Henniker. 

‘Yes, but what self-respecting spectre would accept Mrs. Stubbs 
in pla f five b P 





‘Bless you, bless you,” said Mr. Blobbs, grasping his son’s hand. 
“ Why didn’t I think of her before. The very thing. 1t shall be 
Kizzie. But we must warn Anna Maria for immediate flight after 
the breakfast. Will you come? I dare not pass the gallery door 
alone.” 

With slow and fearful steps father and son approached the wing 
of the castle occupied by Miss Blobbs, pausing for a moment at the 
gallery door listening. All was silent for a time, and then came a 
burst of laughter, clinking of glasses, anda voice said, ‘* Wall you 
have another leg, dear?’’ Mr. Blobbs and Henniker fled for dear 
life, pausing only when they reached the extremity of the castle. 

‘Oh, lor,” panted Mr. Blobbs. ‘He's joined forces with the 
‘Bleeding Nun,’ and they are at supper. What are they eating? 
Who’s who’s missing ?”’ 

“This is awful,’ groaned Mr. Henniker. ‘‘ How long will it 
last?” 

‘For seven hundred and fifty years,’’ said Mr. Blobbs. 

‘We shall never live through it all,’’ answered his son, shuddering. 





“The deuce take it,” muttered James in the gallery, as he looked 
down at the pallid form in his arms, ‘It seems [’m_ not 
original in playing the ghost. Why, hang me, if it’s not 
‘Kizzie,’ he exclaimed, turning her face to the light. ‘* Now, 
at any other time the situation would be immense, but 
I want the time to search for Uncle Kennelam’s treasure, and how 
can one make love in a wretched coat of mail that fits only where it 
touches, and not comfortably at that? ‘Kizzie! Kizzie!’”’ he 
shouted. ‘ Wake up, you little fool. It’s only James.” 

‘How dare you!” said Kizzie, recovering, as she recognised the 
voice. ‘‘How dare you play the ghost of Sir Roland, and go about 
frightening people like that?” 

‘* Well, that’s cool, upon my life!”’ said James, laughing. ‘And 
how dare you play the ghost of Madame Olivia, the Bleeding Nun ?”’ 

‘ It’sa Roland for an Olivia, I suppose,” said Kizzie, laughingly, 
inturn. ‘‘ We caught each other finely. But you managed to 
drive them from the gallery, and I couldn't.” 

‘Why did you want to drive them away?’ asked James, 
suspiciously. 

“Only to—to—er—get a little of their supper,’ 
confusion. ‘ Will you join me?” 

‘‘ Yes, if I can only get this beastly helmet off,’ said James. 


’ 


said Kizzie, in 
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‘*Good, Mr. Skeleton, I drink your health.” 


The Blobbses came down in the morning looking very ‘“ washed 
out.”’ Daylight had given them a new-born courage ; yet they 
scuddled past the gallery door without turning, for evil thoughts 
possessed them. Kizzie was to be the first victim to the spectre. 

“Shall I lay breakfast in the gallery, sir,’’ said Kizzie, who, 
despite her night's vigil, looked charming. 

‘‘No, no!” said Mr. Blobbs, nervously clutching his son’s hand. 
‘Lay it in the droring-room with the French windows, but first 
fetch my ’andkerchief I dropped there last night.” 

‘‘T had better bring the ‘h’ as well,”’ murmured “ Kizzie,’”’ as she 
moved towards the gallery door. ‘* You dropped that also.”’ 

‘“ Henniker, and you Anna Maria, when you hear her scream— 
she’s sure to scream—its the signal the spectre has got his break- 
fast, and we must fly at once.” 

They stood for some minutes holding each other’s hands, until 
‘* Kizzie’’ came back through the gallery door. 

‘‘ Have you found anything ?”’ they shouted in unison. 

‘“No!”’ said * Kizzie,” surprised. ‘* The handkerchief was not 
there.”’ 

The Blobbses looked at each other in astonishment. 

‘‘He must have supped again last night,’’ said Mr. Henniker. 


‘We heard him. Ha! James is not here! Was it on James ?” 


To be continued.) 


“Dr. Barnardo’s Homes for Orphan Waifs.” 


THE seventh annual entertainment in connection with the Young 
Helpers’ League was held at the Royal Albert Hall on Saturday 
afternoon last. The entertainment was given on behalf of, perhaps, 
the most pathetic class of beneficiaries that can be well imagined, 
namely, wcurable little children of the waif class, many of 
whom are deaf and dumb, blind from birth, or terribly 
malformed and in constant suffering. The maintenance of 
these children, who have been admitted to ‘Dr. Barnardo’s 
Homes,” is assumed by the organisation, entitled the Young 
Helpers’ League, of which H.R.H The Princess of Wales is 
Patroness. The nature of the work is not unduly magnified when 
it is perceived that these institutions are unique throughout the 
United Kingdom in that they admit immediately, without payment 
or election or anything save the assurance of absolute destitution, 
every incurable waif child that applies at their doors. 

The facts connected with the rise and progress of the Young 
Helpers’ League, indicate what wonderful results have been effected 
inashort time by the banding together of children from happy 
homes all over the world on behalf of their little brothers and 
sisters who are not only destitute but incurably afflicted. 

The Homes themselves, in connection with which the League 
operates, have always under their care very nearly 5,000 inmates, 
forming the largest family of waifchildren inthe world ; and new cases 
areadmitted at the rate of from40to50per week. From theinception 
of the work in 1866 up to 31st December, 1898, no fewer than 
35,774 “‘unwanted’”’ children have been saved through the agency 
of the Homes from suffering, vice, and crime. During 1898 they 
dealt with 12,688 separate cases of child misery, of whom 2,406, 
being absolutely destitute and homeless, were at once freely 
admitted, while over 3,000 others were assisted in lesser ways. Of 
these 2,406 admitted, 94 were babies in arms; 59 were deaf and 
dumb, blind, or little incurables ; 192 were homeless and friendless 
youths, who found shelter within the walls of the labour house ; and 
162 were very young women, ‘ saved so as by fire’’ from the black 
army of the city streets. In addition, through their nine ‘‘ Ever 
Open Doors ” in the provinces, and through their three lodging- 
houses in the deeps of London slumdom, they supplied 57,819 
nights’ lodgings and 68,419 free meals in the year. During 1898 
they have also emigrated to Canada and the Colonies 617 trained 
boys and girls, bringing up the total number of emigrants from the 
Homes to 10,013, of whom over 98 per cent. have proved successful. 
Throughout last year,as has been the case ever since the foundation 
of the Homes, not one destitute child has been refused admission. 

About £140 per day are required to supply the inmates with food 
alone. Voluntary contributions are the sole source ot income. The 
total contributions for 1898 amounted to £143,850, as compared 
with the total of £144,008 for 1897, showing a decrease of £158 for 
last year. A widely-representative committee authorise and vouch for 
the expenditure, and a report, with audited statement of receipts 
and payments, is published yearly, a copy of which will be sent to 
addr application at the head offices, 18 to 26, Stepney 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


THE Granp, Istincron.—The Babes in the Wood, not to 
mention Harlequin, Maid Marian, and Bold Robin Hood, have 
evidently made themselves at home at Islington, and this really 
excellent pantomime is playing to crowded houses nightly, and, it 
may almost be added, daily, for there are morning performances 
every Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday. That justly-popular 
comedian (Mr. Harry Randall) as Bertie the Nark carries all before 
him ; indeed, it would be extremely difficult to find a more 
admirable singer and actor for this class of entertainment. Mr. 
Randall is ably seconded by Miss Venie Belfry and Miss May 
Belfry as Robin Hood and Maid Marian respectively. Mr. Frank 
Danby puts in some capital acting as Baron Mugwump. The 
Weary Will and Tired Tim, of the Passmore Brothers, provide 
some capital ‘‘ knock-about ” fun; and good work is also done by 
the other members of a capital company. With pretty dresses and 
pretty faces, good songs and lively music, excellent scenery and 
seasonable and topical jests, the amusement of the Islingtonians, 
old and young, is assured for some time to come; and Mr. Freeman 
may be heartily congratulated on making “ Merry Islington * some- 
thing more than a mere figure of speech; for it is extremely doubtful 
if this classic -illage, even in the good old days of the celebrated 
“ Bailiff’s Daughter,” was ever so merry as it has the opportunity 
of being at the present moment. 

The management of the Empire Theatre strengthened an already 
powerful programme by the appearance on Monday last of M. 
Alfred de Bessell, the renowned lightning clay modeller, who, in full 
view of the audience, and in that indefinable space of time 
familarly known as ‘‘ the twinkling of an eye,” created life-like busts 
of such august an popular personages as Her Majesty the Queen, 
the Prince of Wales, Lord Salisbury, Mr. Chamberlain, Mr. Balfour, 
General Gordon, and Lord Kitchener of Khartoum. A very at- 
tractive turn at the Empire just now is given by Wallenda’s 
highly-trained cats and dogs. Conspicuous among the dogs is the 
magnificent champion boarhound, who appears nightly in the 
laughable dinner scene. This finely-bred animal has won ten gold 
medals at the various shows at which he has been exhibited—an 
honour which cannot be claimed by another dog of his breed. 


The private view of the fourth annual exhibition will take place 
at the Modern Gallery, 175, Bond Street, W., to-day, and the 
exhibition will open to the public on the 18th inst. 


Assertin’ A Certainty. 


(Sir Edward Clarke, speaking at Plymouth, said that, as 
regarded affairs abroad, our nation seemed to be suffering from a 
very severe attack of fussy self-assertion..-_See his speech of 
January 9th.) 


His wonted wit Sir Clarke displayed 
In ‘tipping ’’ his constituents thus: 
For true it is that we have made 
A fuss 


About our might in warfare fell, 
When international tiffs arose 
Whereof diplomacy could well 
Dispose ! 
Like fighting-cocks that loudest shrill 
When there's no foe to controvert, 
Too much we'd still our martial skill 
Assert ! 


Though crucial crises somewhat shake 
The bonds that bind (say) France and us, 
Why needs the Jingoite to make 
A fuss ? 
Our veriest school-boys feel incensed 
To hear the larger youth express 
His braggadocious taunts against 
The less, 
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“Well, my little man, are you going into the Navy?” 
the stable!”’ 


“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN, 


‘“ Pon my word, them French is 
enough to irrertate a saint, wich I ain't. 
Now it’s Madagascar; the idear of in- 
terferin’ with our trade!—for trade, of 
course, is the very backbone of our 
country. It’s like their cheek, wich 


| deserves a good, ’earty slap. These 
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‘‘ pin-pricks,” as some one calls ’em, is 
enough to give anyone ‘the needle’’; 


| at least, that is my o-pin-yun. It seems 


to meas if France was “ spoilin’ for a 
fight,” as the sayin’ goes. One thing is 
very sertin—if she fights with us she’ll 
be spoilt, as sure as I’m a washerwoman. 

I was glad to see amongst the ‘“‘ New 
Year’s Honours” that Lord Cromer is 
to be made a Viscount; ’e thoroughly 
deserves elevatin’, though a man who coud 
allus ‘‘ rise to the ockashun”’ of ’is own 
accord. By-the-bye, ’e recently laid the 
foundashun stone of the Gordon College 
at Khartoum, an’ there’s every founda- 
shun for believin’ that it will prove a 
grand success; anyway, those konnected 
with it will ‘‘leave no stone unturned ” 
to make it so, an’ it ain’t likely to bea 
“ stoney-broke ”’ affair. 

Lord Iveagh is gifted with the true 
spirit—or Dublin stout—of generosity ; 
‘is nobel gifts of a quarter-of-a-million 
each for skientific research, an’ to im- 
prove the insanity state of Dublin, re- 
spectively, makes one think that there’s 
some good in drink arter all; it strikes 
me—lookin’ at it from a teetotal point 
of view, an’ not a blind drunk one—as a 
case of ‘‘ out of evil cometh good.”’ 

Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman is 
the new bearer of the Radical banner, 
but I’m afraid ’e will find ‘is spirits flag 
arter a littel ’xperience of the post; a 
post wich I wouldn’t be, supposin’ I was 
a man, but I ain’t, in post-haste to 
seize. 

Them Dervishes ’ave ’ad anuther good 
lickin’, an’ I shoud think that they’ve 
almost ’ad enough of it; ought to be 
‘“‘ licked into shape,’’ so to say, by this 
time. The Emir Fedil escaped, an’ fled 
towards the Blue Nile; ’e felt ** blue,”’ no 
doubt. 


A Misapprehension. 


‘*‘ QUITE seventeen,”’ he softly said, 
And bashfully cast his eyes down ; 
But she thought he meant boots, instead 
Of age, and gave him such a frown! 











A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 


- TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON. 


CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 
BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


$7. SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON. S.E.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
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